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candle-light. Her dark ringlets gleamed on the
soft orange texture of her Cashmere shawl

Judith smiled, compelled by that beauty to
which she was always surrendering wherever she
saw it.

* How little even now you know me/ she said.

But as she climbed into the dark carriage she
stubbed her shoe against the step. In the dark
she nodded to herself. * I cannot endure these
people! ' It was as though her mother, puzzled
and bewildered at Herries fifty years earlier, had
spoken.

But it was a most interesting evening. Judith
stepped, in a moment, back into her old place.
There was James, son of Pomfret and Rose,
great-grandson of old Pomfret, who had built
the house; he was a short, stubborn-looking fellow
of thirty-six, very silent, and, everybody said,
waiting for his father to die that he might suc-
ceed to the baronetcy. There was Montague
Cards, in whose London rooms the famous
arbitration had once taken place. He was now
forty-eight, looked as though his cheeks were
painted and wore most affected clothing. He
spent as much of his time as possible in staying
with relations free of charge. He planned to
remain at Westaways longer than Will had any
idea of. Carey Rockage, now sixty, was a
splendid old fellow, wearing loose garments that
seemed to have been made for someone else,
most absent-minded but always finding some-
thing interesting and amusing to entertain him-